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WEE WISDOM 


Here comes an airplane through the sky, 


With silver wings and body flashing, 
As neat as white gull o'er the bay, 
And swifter than a snowflake dashing. 


The airplane comes down to the earth, 
And out there steps a little fellow, 
With dimpled chin and merry eye 
And flying curls of sunshine yellow. 


Why, he's the New Year, come to me 
Just as he came last winter season: 
I loved him so he has returned, 
And that, I think, is ample reason. 
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WEE WISDOM 


He dresses as he did last year, 


In colors gay, and brings a basket 
That holds the thing I wish the most, 
All ready for me when I ask it. 


He scatters snow that frosts the hills, 


He sprinkles tinkling, quick spring 
showers, 
And then he brings the sunny days 
That dress the earth with summer 
flowers. 


Out from his magic basket pours 

The days that hold the precious treasures 
Of earnest work and loving deeds 

That only one whole year can measure. 


The New Year whispers in my ear: 
“Keep all your good thoughts daily going, 
And by and by you ll find that they 


Are into pleasant objects growing.” 
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The New Year gives to mea thought 
Which I to you am passing gayly: 

If you are good and true each day 
The good and true will greet you daily. 
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WEE WISDOM 


BY MOLLY , 
W. PEARSN 


Titania Mab, queen of the fairies, sighed as she watched her 
lovely frolicking fays, elves, and pixies. “Dance, my darlings, dance 
‘while you may,” she said. ‘‘Soon we must all leave forever our happy 
home here in Kingscup Hollow.” 

In a twinkling all the little feet in their pointed shoes were still, 
and not a wee bell on the tiny caps tinkled. “Leave Kingscup Hol- 
low?” the Little People cried in dismay as they broke from their fairy 
ring and crowded about their queen. 

““Yes,” the queen answered sadly. ““T'wo men were here today. 
I happened to be awake and I heard them tell how they will soon cut 
down all our trees here and carry them away to the sawmill. Then 
they will build houses and garages in Kingscup Hollow. They will 
make a tunnel for a railroad through the big, kind mountains that ring 
us round, and people from the great city will come here to live.” 

The fairy king took off his crown and wiped his worried brow. 
“This is the last stand of the Little People in this place. We shall 
have to go far away. There won't be a blessed bit of land left around 
here that hasn’t a house or a shop upon it.” 

Just then the birds started to twitter softly in their nests, for a 
bright, brand-new day was beginning to peep into Kingscup Hollow. 
All the fays, elves, and pixies drifted away to their homes in the 
flowers. 

Kingscup Hollow was a most wonderful place. Every sort of 
wild flower grew there. It was full of lovely colors and the sweetest 
of perfumes. There were bevies and flocks of fairies for each kind 
of wild flower—fairies for the buttercups, fairies for the forget-me-nots, 
fairies for the wild roses. There were pixies for the pink mountain 
laurel and pixies for the blue flags; the brownies preferred the brown- 
eyed Susans and red lilies. 

But the queen had had a grandmother who was a fairy gypsy, 
so she loved best the tangled vines and small, sweet flowers of the wild 
clematis, which is sometimes called traveler’s joy. Here the royal ham- 
mock was swung—an open milkweed pod, softly cushioned with silken. 
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down and spread with coverlets made of cobwebs and spun sunshine. 

So this morning Titania Mab cuddled down into her hammock 
and tried to go to sleep. But, though the wind fairies rocked her ever 
so softly, she could not drop off to dreamland as usual. Soon she 
popped up and peeped over the side of the hammock at the fairy king; 
he was far too blue to go to bed at all, but sat bolt upright and wide- 
awake under a huge toadstool. It was a lovely, pink-lined toadstool 
and kept the sun off his head nicely. 

““My dear,” cried the queen, “I’ve just had a wonderful idea. 
Listen! Why must we go far away from here? Why should we 


not all go over to Tin Can Patch to live? There are trees there and 
plenty of room, and no one will ever disturb us there.” 

“Tin Can Patch!” the king exclaimed scornfully. ‘Can you 
imagine our fairies’ living in rusty old tin cans and dancing on ash 
heaps? Why; there isn’t a dandelion or even a blade of grass in the 
whole place. You're foolish, simply foolish to think of such a thing.” 

“Oh, no, I’m not foolish, my love; I use my wits,” Titania Mab 
retorted. “I know as well as you do what Tin Can Patch is like. 
But I know too that that land belongs to my two orphan godchildren, 
Daisiana and Darleen. You remember I was present at the christen- 
ing of each of them, and I promised their mother, a lovely girl, that I 
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would look after them a bit. But since they were left orphans and 
went to live with old Meg in the wee house on Tin Can Patch, I have 
never seen them. I have not forgotten them, but the ugly sights of 
Tin Can Patch always make me very unhappy.” 

“Ha, ha!”” The king laughed until he shook his pink-lined toad- 
stool. “‘And yet you propose that we take all our fairies and go there 
to live!” 

The little queen paid no attention to this ridicule. She lay back 
on her pillow of poppy 
petals and let the little 
wind fairies rock her 
gently to and fro. 

“‘Just the same,” 
she said to herself, “‘to- 
morrow I shall magic 

_ myself until I look like 
one of those big, clumsy 
humans, and then I will 
go to Tin Can Patch to 
seek my two godchil- 
dren, Daisiana and 
Darleen. It is high 
time I went to see 
about them, for I want 
to be sure that old Meg 
is bringing them up 
well.” 


Chapter I 


It was a warm 
day at the beginning of 
the summer vacation. 
Daisiana and Darleen 
sat among the shady 
branches of an old ap- 
ple tree that grew right in the middle of Tin Can Patch. There were 
never any blossoms or any apples on the old tree, but its big, twisted 
branches were as leafy as ever, and they made snug seats on a sum- 
mer’s day. 

Daisiana sat on the lowest branch, humming a gay little tune 
while she sewed on some faded old calico rags, making a dress for her 


faded old rag doll. Daisiana’s clothes matched her doll and her doll 
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rags, but there was nothing faded about Daisiana herself. She had 
long, bright red hair, laughing, bright brown eyes, and round, bright 
rosy cheeks. For a little girl of eight she was unusually large and 
strong, and her face crinkled up in bright, happy smiles at a moment's 
notice. 

Darleen sat higher up in the old tree. She was scribbling busily 
away with a stubby pencil on some pieces of brown wrapping paper. 
She seldom looked up or seemed to know what was going on around 
her. Her clothes were as shabby and ugly as Daisiana’s, but other- 
wise she was, oh, so different. She had a pale, serious little face and 
big, dreamy blue eyes and long black lashes. The curly hair that lay 
on her shoulders was as black as ink. Darleen was ten, but small for 
her age, so that she and Daisiana were about the same size. 

All around the little girls’ apple tree roost loomed great heaps 
and hummocks of gray ashes and cinders. Here and there were old 
tin cans, worn-out kettles, and other such rubbish that littered the sides 
of the dump piles. This half acre lot had been the town dump until 
the people had begun to build their homes on the other side of the 
river and had chosen another dump for their ashes and tin cans. Tin 
Can Patch was forsaken now, with nothing but dingy factories, tan- 
neries, and warehouses crowding around it. At one end of the old 
dump was a deserted quarry, with steep, bare sides of red clay; at the 
bottom was a great, deep pool of dirty water. 

The fact is, you could hardly have found a more uninviting place 
than Tin Can Patch in which to spend a summer’s day. But you do 
not need to be too sorry for Daisiana and Darleen. The dump was 
nothing new to them; they had been used to it since babyhood. It 
was the only inheritance they had had when left alone in the world. 
Old Meg who had always helped their mother keep house, had brought 
the two baby girls to live in the wee house on the edge of Tin Can 
Patch. She earned food for them by scrubbing factory offices. 

But, bless your heart, Daisiana and Darleen didn’t think of Tin 
Can Patch as you or I probably would think of it. Daisiana was 
always playing that she was Cinderella, another lass who once lived 
among the ashes. Daisiana was sure, quite sure, that if she washed 
the dishes nicely and kept her stockings neatly darned, some day a 
prince or some one quite as splendid would come along and take her 
and Darleen away to a beautiful place to live. When you know that 
such things are bound to happen, it is easy to laugh and to sing while 
you wait. 

As for Darleen, most of the time she was not seeing the dump at 
all, even when she was looking straight at it. Her thoughts were too 
busy with the things she wrote about in the poems she was always 
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scribbling. She was a strange little girl who wandered about in a 
dream world of her own, looking for pretty rimes and lovely phrases 
to express her fancies and ecstasies. 

The long summer day wore away to midafternoon. The two 
children stayed contentedly in their apple tree. They were a bit 
hungry, it is true, but they knew there would be nothing to eat in the 
wee house until old Meg came hobbling home from her work and 
brought something. So there was no use thinking about that. 

Then suddenly Daisiana looked up and there was a rosy-faced 
farm woman, standing right below her and looking up into the tree. 
She wore a deep sunbonnet pulled down over her face, and on her arm 
she carried a big basket full of luscious, rosy apples. They were so 
pretty that Daisiana’s mouth began to water at once. 


(To be continued) 


Dear Wisdoms: 

Greetings to the happy New Year. 

This is a special kind of year, for it will give us 366 days, 
instead of 365 days, the number we had last year. 

One extra day! What can we do to show our thankful- 
ness for the gift of one whole day more? 

What can we do? The extra day comes in February, 
which is Saint Valentine’s month. Saint Valentine is the saint 
of love. There! Don’t you see that there is in this year an 
extra day to fill with love and the good words that love always 
speaks and the good deeds that love always does? 

The extra day will be February 29. On the morning of 
that day I will say for you who read Wee Wisdom and for all 
boys and girls everywhere: 

This is the extra day for extra deeds of love. Out of my 
heart of love for youl send you love and happiness and wisdom. 
, . this year be for you a year of golden moments and golden 

eeds. 


And, if you will say this for one another and for me, you 


will give much joy to 
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When evening comes with silent tread 
And Mother tucks me in my bed, 

The sandman blows his whistle sweet 
And waltzes there on elfin feet. 
Through all the night he dances round, 
And yet he never makes a sound, 

But when I wake and rub my eyes 
Away from me he swiftly flies. 
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Timmy was known as a “fresh air child,” when he went to spend 
a month in the hills of Auramont. In the hills of Auramont there were 
berries and plums and peaches—all one wanted—just for the picking! 
In Auramont, honey and butter and cheese and bread and cookies rose 
in magic piles on a snowy tablecloth—all one wanted—just for the 
eating. There one had a bed with clean sheets and a light blanket 
that rubbed soft: as feathers against one’s cheek. And sleep—all one 
wanted—just for the taking! 

The hills of Auramont were to Timmy like heaven, and Mrs. 
Fairchild, who in her blue car had brought him from the station, was 
like some sort of angel. At Rest Haven, the great house where Mr. 
and Mrs. Fairchild lived, one did not have to fight and snatch to get 
just enough to eat and a place to sleep, as Timmy had had to fight 
and snatch in the roaring, bustling city which he called his home. At 
— Haven there was everything—all one could want—just for the 
asking. 

Timmy had been in the gardener’s cottage at Rest Haven three 
days. He looked about his room, with its white bed and its walls 
papered with flying birds. There was a big question in his eyes, for a 
new idea had pushed itself into his thoughts: Shouldn’t he give some- 
thing instead of taking all the time? On the fourth morning, as he ate 
his peaches and cream, golden waffles and honey, Timmy’s new idea, 
“I want to give something,” pushed farther and farther into his 
thoughts. 

There were many wonderful ways to play at Rest Haven. There 
was a pony to ride. The first sight of him had made Timmy dizzy 
with joy. In all the ten years that he had lived in the city he never 
had even touched a horse. Now, each morning he rode Brownie down 
the long drive and across the Auramont hills. ““Give—give—give,” 
the pony’s feet seemed to say as they trotted over the ground. “But 
— shall I give>” questioned Timmy. He seemed to have nothing 
at all. 
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In the afternoons Timmy went to swim in a creek that came 
chuckling down out of the hills. But best of all, Timmy enjoyed the 
evenings, when Mrs. Fairchild walked about the gardens. With hands 
and face scrubbed and hair brushed till it shone, he waited for her. 
She always wore laces and ribbons, and some wonderful scent like 
that of flowers always followed her. She always smiled, just as 
though she were glad to see Timmy, and she always took his hand 
and asked, ““Timmy, are you quite sure that you are having a good 
time?” Timmy loved her very much. “I want to give her some- 
thing,” he told himself each night as he crept to bed beneath the light 
blanket that rubbed 
like feathers against 
his cheek, but each 
night a weight pressed 
upon his heart: What 
had he to give? 

One morning he 
found Jerry, the gar- 
dener, tying up rose 
vines. “I want to 
help, Jerry,” Timmy 


said. 

Jerry looked at 
him, his eyes twin- 
kling. ‘Well, you’re 
, the first fresh air boy 
that’s been here who 
wanted to work. I'll 
not forget it, Timmy.” 

“T’ve been taking 
everything,” Timmy 
said, “and when you 
don’t own anything to 
give—anyway, I can 
weed, and I’m going to 
weed the pansy beds.” 
That is how it all began. Timmy weeded a while each day. 
One evening when she came to walk, Mrs. Fairchild found him 
weeding. 

**Jerry has been telling me about you, Timmy,” she said. “How 
should you like to live with Jerry and his wife? You could be Jerry’s 
handy man—help with the flowers in summer and go to school in 


She crept close to Timmy and licked his cheek. 
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winter. If you learned to like plants 
you could study to be a landscape gar- 
dener.”” 

Joy surged through Timmy. 
Never to be cold or hungry again! 
Never to have to fight and to snatch for 

_aliving! Oh, now he knew that Mrs. 
Fairchild was truly an angel! 

“Oh, I’d give—I’d give anything 
—if I had it—to stay,” Timmy an- 
swered. 

The next day Timmy found the 
dog. She was a little dog, with a wise face and friendly eyes. She 
crept close to Timmy and licked his cheek as he sat dipping his feet 
into the creek. Timmy held her against his heart. ‘You're mine,” 
he whispered. Trembling with joy he carried her to Jerry’s cottage. 
““May I adopt. her>” he asked. “She looks like a stray.” 

Jerry made a little house for the dog. “Her name shall be 
Ginger,” Timmy decided as he brushed the ginger colored coat. From 
day to day he watched Ginger growing plump on bread and milk, and 
he felt rich as a king. 

The new idea pushed deeper and deeper into Timmy’s thoughts. 
Good things of every sort were coming to him. If only he had some- 
thing to give! 

The months ran by. Timmy, in a new suit, went to school. He 
helped with the gardening every afternoon. Twice a week he went 
to the great house and filled the wood boxes in the library. Usually 
he saw Mr. and Mrs. Fairchild. “They gave him books and filled his 
pockets with good things. 

With the first fall of snow, Ginger was allowed to sleep in the 
kitchen. Timmy loved the little dog more every day. Sometimes 
fear would seize Timmy as he sat in school. Suppose he should lose 
— Sometimes he would jump up in the night and run to Ginger’s 

X. 

“Are you there, Ginger ?”’ he would ask. Joyful little dog sounds 
would leap at him and a wet tongue would lick his hand. Then 
Timmy would creep to bed, smiling. 

Christmas had come and gone, and New Year’s was just one 
day away. On New Year’s Eve Timmy went to the great house to 
fill the wood boxes. Motor cars stood about the drive. It looked as 
if Rest Haven were having a party. But Mrs. Fairchild was not at 
home! She had been away for two long weeks. However, some- 
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thing very strange was happening at the big 
house. Jerry had wrinkled up his eyes that 
afternoon and had said that he knew a secret. 
A stiff person in white passed through the hall. 
Terror seized Timmy. Was Mrs. Fairchild— 
ill? Just then he heard her low laugh from the 
upstairs sitting room; and every one was smil- 
ing. Every one was dropping things into a 
chest in the hall. He saw a gleam of silver, 
caught the scent of perfume. These things 
were being given to Her. They were New 
Years gifts. Timmy turned away and left the 
house. He had nothing to give—nothing but his one dear, priceless, 
little friend—-Ginger! But Ginger was very fine, with her coat brushed 
and wearing her new red collar trimmed with nickel—finer, Timmy 
thought, than the gleam of silver or the scent of perfume. Suddenly 
Timmy saw clearly. Here was his chance. Ginger would have to go. 
Timmy’s feet dragged like stones as he moved along the walk toward 
Jerry’s house. 

Ginger leaped upon him, making joyful dog sounds and licking 
his hands. “Ginger,” Timmy said, “you're going away—for keeps.” 
An hour later, with Ginger’s coat brushed and a bit of holly tied to 
her collar, Timmy returned to the white house. The hall was quiet 
and the lights were low. Timmy tied the little dog to the hall tree. 
““You’re for—Her, Ginger, so sit up and look pretty. 

The next moment Timmy was slipping through the ' snow like a 
lonely shadow. Never in the city had he felt so lonely or so poor. 
In the village, New Year’s bells were ringing. ‘You gave—gave— 
gave, your best—best—best,” they seemed to say, and suddenly 
Timmy was glad—glad—glad. 

Mrs. Fairchild sent for him early New Year’s morning. Timmy, 
his hands and face scrubbed and his hair brushed until it shone, came 
into Mrs. Fairchild’s living room. She sat in a deep chair and in her 
arms was the tiniest baby that Timmy had ever seen. 

“This is Michael, Timmy,” Mrs. Fairchild said. ‘Won't you 
wish him a happy New Year?” 

Timmy touched the pink head and the tiny fingers. Now he 
understood about the gifts. “‘Do—do you think he will like—Gin- 
ger?” he asked. “She’s a wonderful dog,” he added. 

Surprise, pride, and joy flooded Timmy’s heart when Mrs. Fair- 
child pressed his hand and said: “We'll all love Ginger always. She’s 


our finest, finest New Year’s gift, Timmy, because, with her, you gave 
us your heart.” 
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I must tell you what happened the very next April. Mrs. Fair- 
child sent for Timmy and said, ““Go into the basement, Timmy, and 
take home with you whatever you like best.” 

In a warm box Timmy found Ginger and six little Gingers that, 
with wise faces and friendly eyes, looked exactly like their mother! 
Timmy lifted the fattest one and, cuddling it against his cheek, ran 
back to Jerry’s, the happiest boy in the hills of Auramont. 


HANDICRAFT 


Harold Evans Kellog3 
CALENDAR 


With the coming of the new year every home will need at least 
one or two new calendars, so this month our handicraft group will 
make pretty little wall calendars like the one which is shown in the 
illustration on the next page. 

First get a nice smooth piece of board from a packing box. This 
should be entirely free from knots, and should be about 14 or 3% inch 
thick, and 6 by 9 inches in size. 

Place this board under the accompanying page; then place a 
piece of carbon paper between the board and the page. Trace care- 
fully around the lines of the illustration with a sharp pencil, thus trans- 
ferring the pattern to the board. Place a new blade in the scroll saw 
(making sure that the teeth of the blade point down toward the 
handle), and cut out the frame of the calendar. In cutting out the 
frame, saw just a little outside of the line; then smooth down to the 
line with a half-round wood file and sandpaper. Drill a small hole 
in the top of the frame for hanging. 

Cut out a small picture from a magazine and place it temporarily 
in position at the top of the frame (see illustration). Draw a border 
around this picture 14 inch from the edge. Now with a sharp pointed 
knife carve a narrow v-shaped groove, following the line of this bor- 
der, as well as the border around the inner edge of the frame. Sand- 
paper all surfaces smooth, with sandpaper. 

Dilute some ordinary tube glue with water, and apply to the entire 
back surface of the picture, and glue the picture in place. Procure a 
small calendar pad from the stationery store and glue it in position, 
as shown in the illustration. 

You can finish the calendar by applying a coat of plain shellac 
over all the surface except the calendar pad. You can put the shellac 
over the picture, but be careful not to get any of it on the calendar pad. 
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SUNBEAM! 


FRANCES W. FOULKS 
THE NEW DOLL’'S WARDROBE 


Many new members were added to the doll families of Busy 
Sunbeams, at Christmas time, and the new arrivals probably came to 
their homes with only the clothes that they wore. The little mothers 
must be wondering about the newcomers’ wardrobes and how all the 
things that they need can be made. The Busy Sunbeams, during the 
time that they can spare from their home and school work, can sew, 
so that the new little ladies will have their own wardrobes and not have 
to borrow from other members of their families. 

First cut a plain pattern that will fit Dolly dear, and from 

J it you can then cut the patterns for all 


the garments you are to make, as you need 
them. When I was a little girl and wanted 
a pattern for a new doll, I folded a piece 
of paper and laid it on my doll, the folded 
side on a straight line from her nose to her 
toes. With a pencil I marked off a pat- 
tern to fit my child, then cut it out and 
fitted it to her. See if you can cut a pat- 
tern for your new doll, so that it looks 
like diagram 1. Open out the pattern 
and see whether it is wide enough and 
long enough, and see that the neck is the 
right size, and that the sleeves come to the 
wrists. If the first pattern is not right, 
keep cutting patterns until you make one 
that is right. When the pattern is just 
right, cut it in two along the fold, and it 


Diagram | 


will be ready for use. 

First we shall make Dollie dear’s nightie. Take a piece of 
paper with a straight edge; fold it in the center and lay on your 
pattern with the top of the sleeve on the fold and the center front 
of the pattern on the straight edge of the paper. Cut a second 
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pattern just like the first pattern but make it long enough to come 
to the doll’s feet, for a nightie should be longer than a dress. Look 
at diagram 2 and make the back of the neck higher than the front, 
as shown by the dotted line. All patterns 
have a higher neck line in the back than 
in the front. When you open your pattern 
you will see that you have half of the 
front and half of the back. 

You will save much time if you are 
orderly with all the things that you use, 
and always know just where to find them, 
so we shall mark this pattern “Nightie;” 
also write on it the new doll’s name— 
suppose we call her Mary Elizabeth. 

For Mary Elizabeth’s underclothes 
and nightie we shall need some nice nain- 
sook or long cloth, and some very narrow 
lace for trimming. Fold a piece of your 
material and lay the straight line of the 
pattern on the fold. (See diagram 3.) 
Always pin your patterns to your material 
in several places, so that the cloth cannot 

Diagram 2 slip while you are cutting. Cut the cloth 
carefully and evenly. Place the edges 

of the sides and sleeves together; baste, and make a very, very tiny 
seam from the bottom of the sleeve to the bottom of the skirt. Remove 
the bastings and trim off ravelings. Turn the garment the other side 
out; baste another very tiny seam. If any raw edges should show on 
the right side, push them into the basted seam, with your needle. This 
is a French 
seam, and 
you will use 
it often. Sew 


this seam 

with very 

Fold here tiny stitches. 
3 Turn un- 

der, toward 


the wrong side, about |g inch all around the bottom of the garment. 
Then turn up | inch for the hem. After basting it in place, finish it 
with very fine stitches or with feather stitching. (See diagram 5.) 
The feather stitching should be done with mercerized embroidery 
cotton, in white or in color, as preferred. 
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Open the nightie either in the back or in the front, by slitting it 


down from the center of the neck far enough 
to slip it over the doll’s head easily. Bind 
the neck and the opening with a piece of bias 
material. To bind, first cut a bias strip about 
V4 inch wide. Starting at one side of the 
neck, lay the strip along the right side and 
baste it around the neck and the opening; 
then sew it in place and take out the basting. 
Sew the ends of the strip together neatly. 
Fold down a narrow edge on the other side 
of the bias strip; fold this edge over the seam 
so that it is just even with the side that is 
sewed. Baste it in place and then whip it 
down. To whip, take tiny stitches through 
only part of the cloth, so that they do not 
show on the right side. 

Make a tiny hem around the bottom of 
each sleeve, then whip lace around the neck 
and the sleeves. Do not hold the lace tightly, but allow a very little 
fullness. Most lace has a thread on the straight edge that can be 
pulled to gather the lace just as much or as little as one desires. 

Sew a tiny snap at the neck opening and over it sew a little bow 
or rosette of ribbon, to put on a finishing touch. 

The next garment we shall make will be a little combination suit. 
Get out the first pattern. Using it as a guide, see if you can cut another 
pattern to look like the dotted lines of diagram 4. The heavy lines 
show the outline of the first pattern. Cut out the garment, making 
the neck low enough to allow room 
for Mary Elizabeth to step into the — 
garment. French seam the under- 
arm seams and the curved seam be- > 
tween the legs. Make a hem on Srwrr 
each leg just wide enough to hold 
the narrowest elastic. Make tiny Diagram 5 
hems around the neck and around 
the armholes. Then whip lace around the legs, the neck, and the arm- 
holes. To whip on lace, always hold it next to you with the right side 
of the lace next to the right side of the garment. Clip a tiny hole in 
the under side of the hem on each leg, and run in just enough elastic 
to fit tightly around the doll’s leg. Press each garment nicely when it is 
finished. 


Diagram 4 


| 
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Tint sky light blue. When this is dry, tint sun bright orange. 
Put a few orange reflections on water. When these are dry, tint water 
sea green. Color grass and palm tree bright green; smoke, gray. 
Thin black with water to make gray. Leave ship white. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom Readers: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 
published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors’ pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in March Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by January |. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

The Editor. 


THE BREAK DAWN 
ELIZABETH SHEPHERD MYERS 
Wildwood, N. J. 


Out of the east there arises 
A mist of silvery dew, 

And the snow capped mountain peaks 
Shine with a golden hue. 


The lark’s clear notes fill the air, 
And sweetly the echoes ring. 
The golden moon who ruled the night 


Has taken to her wing. 


The silver stars that light the sky 
And the shadows of night are gone. 

The rosy glow that tints the east 
Ushers in the glorious dawn. 
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WHERE THERE'S A WILL THERE'S A WAY 
WILLIAM FLETCHER (11 years) 
Berryville, Ark. 


George and John were the sons of rich men. They played to- 
gether every day. One day they tried to make a toy airplane. 

Many attempts to make the propeller and: the tail failed, and 
finally George grew disgusted. He said: ““We’ll never get this thing 
finished. Let’s buy one and be done with it.” 

“You can buy one, but I’m going to finish this one,” answered 
John. So George went to town and asked his father to buy him an 
airplane. 

John succeeded in making a propeller and a tail. The next day 
he went to his father’s shop and got a motor. He took it home, and 
began to connect it to the propeller. In a few minutes George came 
out with a new airplane. John finished his. George wound up his 
plane and let it go. It rose swiftly and sailed over their heads. The 
spring soon began to unwind and the airplane to descend. It struck the 
roots of a tree and was smashed. 

John turned his motor on and turned his plane loose. It sailed 
past the trees and the boys followed it till it began to descend. It 
alighted on the river. John swam out and got it and carried it home. 
After that George decided not to give up so easily. 


THE SNOW FAIRY 
ROosALIND B. CooKE 
Detroit, Mich. 


I saw a snowy fairy 

Go dancing through the air. 
And oh, she was so merry 
She made me stop and stare. 


SHE WISHED TO BE A PRINCESS 
DoroTHy STEWART 
Sacramento, Calif. 
Little Mary had a volume of fairy stories that some one had 


given to her at Christmas. The story she liked best was, ““The Princess 


and the Pea.” Like all little girls, Mary had a natural desire to be a 
princess. 


When she went to bed at night with her doll little Mary would 
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think to herself, ““Oh, how wonderful to be a real princess of such fine 
blood as to be able to feel a little bit of a pea through twenty mattresses, 
as did the little princess in the story.” 

One morning a comforting idea came to little Mary. She said to 
herself, ‘““Who knows but, with all of my many great-great-grand- 
fathers and great-great-grandmothers, I am related to some king or 
queen, away back?’”’ Thereupon Mary went into her mother’s pantry 
and took a large bean from the jar. She went to her room and put 
it carefully under the hair mattress on her bed. That night she went to 
bed, happy with joyful hopes. 

In the morning little Mary’s eldest sister found her with her head 
buried in her pillow, crying. 

“Oh,” sobbed little Mary, “I did think I might have just a little 
speck of royal blood in my veins. But I couldn’t feel even that big 
bean through just one mattress.” Nothing would comfort Mary until 
her mother explained to her that even princesses were not happy unless 
they had good hearts and that she could have a good heart if she tried 
—Jjust as good and royal a heart as any princess under the sun. 


PURITAN 
WILNETTA BUTZIER 
Fostoria, Ohio 

The little Puritan children 
Lived in houses small and crude. 
There were dangers round about them 
And sometimes there was no food, 


But they did not pout or murmur— 
They gave thanks and so shall I. 


SMILES 
KATHARINE L. WILSON (10 years) 
East Orange, N. J. 

Give a ‘friend a happy grin, 

It makes you feel nice within. 

If smiles you freely give, 
It feels wonderful just to live. 
Yes, just smile, 


That’s worth while. 
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Object—To radiate’ sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 
Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
a of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 

o. 

Reports and letters—A\ll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Boys and Girls: 
The editor of Wee Wisdom tells me that there are probably two 
hundred thousand children reading Wee Wisdom. I tried to make a 
picture in my mind of all of you gathered in one big open field, and it 
almost made me lose my breath. Two hundred thousand boys and 
girls in one place! The editor gasped too, and then we thought what 
a wonderful thing it would be if all of you were learning to speak only 
good words. Just think what a fine thing it would be if two hundred 
thousand boys and girls were speaking only kind, true, brave words. 
How should you like to try using only good words this year? 
Read the rules carefully; then sign the application blank and mail it 
to me, at 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo., and I will send you a mem- 
bership card. Let’s start the new year right and keep it right, by 
signing the pledge and keeping it. 
Secretary. 
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RuLes or Goop Worps-BoosTER CLUB 


1. Members are not to use words that may make others unhappy. They 
are to keep the pledge by using words of happiness, truthfulness, kindness, purity, 
love, cheerfulness, and health. 

Members are expected to write once a month to the secretary, telling 
her how they are keeping the pledge. 

3. Each member will try to obtain at least one new member each year. 
(Application blanks for new members to sign will be sent upon request.) The 
pledge must be signed personally by the one joining. 

If you want to be a healthier, happier boy or girl, and if you want to help 
others to be healthier and happier, write your name and address on the applica- 
tion blank and send the blank to the secretary, Good Words-Booster Club, 917 
Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION BLANK 
Date 


To Goop Worps-BoosTER CLus, 
c/o Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


I believe that my words have power to make me and other persons happy 
or unhappy. I also believe that it is easier for others to speak good words when 
I speak good words. Therefore I want to become a member of the Good Words- 
Booster Club, that I may help others as well as myself to speak only good, true 
words. 

I agree to try to use only true, kind, pure, loving, cheerful words. I will 


keep the pledge of the club. 


Name 


Street address 


City or town 


This blank must be signed personally by the one joining. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I spent my vacation in the mountains. I had a lovely 
time; I went swimming nearly every day. I lost my Sunday school leaflet. | 
said The Prayer of Faith and then I found the leaflet—Helen Reid (Canada). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love Wee Wisdom very much. I had the measles 
and I know I said The Prayer of Faith twenty times and I know that it helped 
me.—Orville Rogers. 

Dear Secretary—I am glad that I joined the club, as it has helped me. 1 
hope that all who take Wee Wisdom will join the club. If they start now to let 
unhappy seeds (thoughts) die and to let new, good seeds (thoughts) grow, their 
lives will be useful. The Prayer of Faith has helped me much. I was going to 
the store and I lost $.10. I said The Prayer of Faith and found the money. 
—Marian Bowyer. 

Dear Editor—I am a new reader of Wee Wisdom and I like it better 
than any other magazine that I have ever taken. One morning our teacher 
gave us an unexpected final examination. I was worried for fear I would not 
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pass. Then I remembered The Prayer of Faith and I said it. I seemed to 
answer my examination questions very well, and when my paper was returned 
I found that the only mistake I had made was to misspell a word.—Betty West. 


Dear Unity—I had a toothache. I said The Prayer of Faith and it got 
better—Edna Nagelmaker. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—My mother is planning to have a birthday party for 
me. I have a cat and five kittens. I have trained one kitten and Mother does 
not know it. I want to surprise her on my birthday.—Ethelyn Dee. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister loves to hear me read the lovely stories 
in Wee Wisdom. I am saving all my magazines and keeping them on the book- 
shelf. When my friends come over to play I get the books down and we have 
a lovely time reading them over again.—Z/leene Hontchens (Hawaii). 

Dear Editor—I like The Prayer of Faith very much; in fact, I cannot tell 
how much I like it. Whenever I am in trouble I pray to God and then I can 
get out of trouble. At night, when I go to bed, I say The Prayer of Faith 
and the prayer that is on the back cover of Wee Wisdom. In the morning 
I say the morning prayer and at noon I say the noon prayer.—Ellen Dorothy 
Simmons. . 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother sent for Wee Wisdom for me and I am 
delighted with the lessons and verses. I have improved since I have been 
studying Wee Wisdom. I love to read the poems composed by children. I say 
The Prayer of Faith morning and night. I should like to have Wee Wisdom 
come every week instead of every month.—Edna Leonora Look-Chong (British 
West Indies). 

Dear Editor—I like Wee Wisdom very much; every issue gets better. 
I wish it came every day instead of every month. I hope that Mr. Wastebasket 
has plenty to eat, as this is my first letter.—Woodrow West. 

Dear Secretary—I have now been a member of the Good Words-Booster 
club two months and I certainly have received much help from it. I expect always 
to stay in the club. It has helped me to speak true, kind, loving words. When- 
ever I get angry or sick I say The Prayer of Faith and I always receive help. 
—Mprtle Stears. 

Dear Secretary—I am trying to live up to all of the club requirements. | 
have twenty-three lambs to feed night and morning. Each one has a name. One 
is named Glenn. My sister calls Glenn ‘“‘Happy”’ because he has an expression 
on his face that looks like a smile. Chautauqua was so little when we got her 
that we had to give her a big name. I have a little red calf and my sister has a 
dog.—Dorothy Dee Howe. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou are very interesting and I enjoy reading you. 
I sent around several magazines to encourage other children to read Wee Wis- 
dom, and the thing they enjoyed most was The Prayer of Faith. The puzzle 
page is interesting and makes me think.—L. Lawrence (British West Indies). 

Dear Editor—I would like to tell you that I, too, love Wee Wisdom. 1 
take it to school and let the children read it. My grandpa always has Wee Wis- 
dom sent to me and | know that you will always find my renewal. That which 
we love we have, and I do love my “Wisdom,” as I call it. It helps in work 
and in play.— Lee Dodd. 


Dear Secretary—I liked the lovely letter that you sent me. 


Here in India 
the water is carried by bullocks. 


Two water bags holding fifteen gallons each 
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are slung over the bullock’s back. Two bags of water make a very heavy load. 
The drinking water is carried by women in silver or brass vessels. The people 
in India carry everything on their heads. If they have to go only a few steps 
they = their loads on their heads. One rides horseback or in a ricksha.—Alice 
Beard. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like to go to Sunday school because we learn much 
about right thinking. We have a large, interesting class and the very best teacher 
that can be found. We learn how to make our school studies easier. Right 
thinking helps us in our work and play. We are making a scrapbook into which 
we put our affirmations, pictures, and poems. We also put in it stories of all 
kinds. In October we had a jolly Halloween party. So much love is expressed 
in our class that we have new pupils every Sunday.—Elizabeth Hardison. 

Dear Editor—I wish to tell you how much I enjoy Wee Wisdom. Last 
year when I renewed my subscription I sent my name in as one who wished to 
correspond with other readers. Now I am corresponding with three subscribers 
to Wee Wisdom and I have received some very interesting letters. I thoroughly 
enjoy Wee Wisdom and I should not want to be without it. I read the poems 
at school and at our club and the children like them very much.—Maude 
Whitcomb. 

Dear Secretary—I am still trying to improve in use of my words and I am 
gradually doing so by using The Prayer of Faith. My motto is: “I speak only 
good words; I do only good things. To the Good Words-Booster club, good 
tidings I bring.”” I want to be a school teacher. Mother has said that if I say 
The Prayer of Faith I shall be a good school teacher.—Ruth Taylor. 

Dear Secretary—Since I joined the club it has gradually helped me to 
control my temper, both at home and at school. I thought ““The Squareness of 
Neil Morris” and ‘Donny Don’t-Like” were very nice stories. I like the Bible 
lessons, too. Mother is the superintendent of a Sunday school and she reviews 
her lessons from my Wee Wisdom. I say The Prayer of Faith every night. 
—Esther Rothhaas. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am trying my best to keep the Good Words-Booster 
club pledge. The Prayer of Faith helps me much. I say it every day and I 
always try to help people. My garden is beautiful with different colors of moss. 
I can sew my clothes and my little sister’s clothes. I am trying to do a little 
Spanish work.—St. Tilia Lewis (British West Indies). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Thank you for your prayers. I am well and happy. 
I know that God is with me and that your prayers are answered. I love Wee 
Wisdom and all of its lovely stories and pictures. I say The Prayer of Faith 
and the twenty-third Psalm every night—Joan Hirst. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS ~ 


Barbara Helen Fausell (9 years), 120 N. Forbes st., Jackson, Mich.; 
Margaret I. Chase, 2622 Connecticut ave., Washington, D. C.; Joyce Goodeve 
(11 years), Allenby, B. C., Canada; Mary Lee Yates, Pine st., Richmond, 
Ky.; Agnes Laird (12 years), rfd 1, box 39, Olpe, Kans.; Eleanor Herrmann 
(12 years), 35 Camp st., Buffalo, N. Y.; Don Sharp, box 27, Paw Paw, 
West Va.; Isaac A. Welbeck, p. 0. box 314, Accra, Gold Coast, W. Africa; 
Titus O. Tetteh (14 years), c/o p. o. box 202, Accra, Gold Coast, W. Africa; 
Emmanuel C. A. Quayefio (16 years), c/o 176 Zion st., Lagoon Side, Accra, 
Gold Coast, W. Africa; George A. Addo, jr., c/o p. 0. box 202, Ga Hanche 
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1015 Chase st., Falls City, Nebr. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


House, Accra, Gold Coast, W. Africa; Elinor Grace Bothwell (11 years), 


Jack Blaney: that he may overcome the habit of stammering; Helen Reid: 
school work (arithmetic); Wilmer Gholston: that he may overcome the habit 
of stammering; Ellen Durkop: health for mother; Sadie Bailey: continue prayers 
for mother, father, and self; Alma Hathman: prayers; Helen Redick: health; 
Ruby Braswell: school work; Isla Mae Gordon: school work (arithmetic, his- 
tory, and grammar); Luella Wolfley: health for grandmother; Ernest Jesky: 
school work; Catherine Jesky: school work and to be a good girl; Booker T. 
Sloan: that he may grow to be a good man; Lu Mary Simmons: health for 
mother and arithmetic and music for self; Almena Hive: prayers for her 
teachers; Esther Rothhaas: history and arithmetic; Vivian Thompson: health for 
mother and self; Frank Kearney: prayers; Vivian Thompson: health for mother. 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 

Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 

God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, 3uides my way 

Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and lovin}, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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GoLDEN TEXT—He hath done all things well; he maketh even the 
deaf to hear, and the dumb to speak.—Mark 7:37. 


The leading thought in this lesson is that Spirit overcomes all error. 
Capernaum means village of Nahum, and Nahum means comforter. So 
Capernaum stands for the place in our thoughts where we know the heal- 
ing, restoring power of Spirit. When we enter this place we find a healing 
force that brings every thought into perfect harmony with the Father. 

All who heard Jesus teach in the synagogue were surprised. When 
we let God speak or act through us, the wisdom that comes from us sur- 
prises all those who hear or see us; we do not have to tell them that it 
is from God. 

Harmony and health are natural to every child of God; God expects 
all His children to have them. The Christ in us brings into our lives the 
health and the harmony that are ours; the Christ within helps to make others 
know health and harmony, too. 

The man with the unclean spirit was like impure thinking is in us. If 
we think that we can find happiness only in material or outer things, such 
thinking will in time become so strong in us that it will rule us just as the 
evil spirit ruled the man who came to Jesus. Only by our love of the 
Christ in us can we be freed from evil thoughts. When we let the Spirit of 
Christ cleanse us it helps all those about us to see His power, and they 
spread the good news to many others. 

The healing of Peter’s wife’s mother is another example of the power 
of the Christ in us to overcome all evil that may cause the body to suffer. 
Peter and the others showed their faith in Jesus by telling Him of the 
woman who was sick, as we should show our faith by calling on the Christ 
whenever we need help. 


What does Capernaum mean? 


What does God expect His children to have? 
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Lesson 2, JANUARY 8, 1928. 
JESUS AND THE SICK.—Mark 1:21-45. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
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Like what in us is the man with the unclean spirit? 
How should we show our faith? 


Lesson THOUGHT—T he Christ in me overcomes every error. 


MEMORY VERSE 


When thoughts of error or disease 
On mind or body fall, 

I call upon the Christ in me 

To overcome them all. 


Lesson 3, JANUARY 15, 1928. 
JESUS AND SINNERS.—Mark 2:1-17. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—I came not to call the righteous, but sinners.—Mark 
2:17. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson Jesus goes again into Capernaum. Capernaum means 
repentance, and comfort. Thus there is the thought of cleansing in Jesus’ 
going back there to teach and to heal. The crowds of people who gath- 
ered about Him stand for the truth-seeking thoughts that come together 
in our minds when Truth finds a place there. 

All our life and all our power to move about come from God within 
us. When we sin we forget the God life and if our sin is great enough we 
lose the power to walk, as did the man who was sick of the palsy. Jesus’ 
first thought when He saw this man was the forgiveness of his sins that had 
brought on the sickness, for He knew that the man’s perfect healing would 
come in that way. 

When we use the power of God, as Jesus did, we must know that 
God is working through us to bring good to His children, and we must not 
use it for selfish purposes. When we misuse that power we are blaspheming, 
as the scribes thought Jesus was doing. We find that God works through 
us with wonderful healing power for ourselves or for others, if we hold in 
mind that we are not doing the work but simply are letting God do His 
will in us that He may be glorified. 

The calling of Matthew to be a disciple teaches us that to do God's 
work we need the power of will, for which Matthew stands. It teaches 
also that the will has to be brought under the rule of the Christ instead of 
being permitted to work out its own ideas. Jesus did not keep away from 
Matthew’s home because He would meet sinners; He knew that they 


needed Him and that so long as He kept close to God He could help them. 


31 


WEE WISDOM 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Crowds of people gathered about Jesus. For what do they stand? 


From where do all life and power come? 
Why did Jesus forgive the sins of the man who was sick? 
What does the calling of Matthew teach us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—The forgiving love of Jesus Christ heals my 
mind and my body. 


MEMORY VERSE 


My body shows forth perfect health 
And I am cleansed within, 

Because the gentle love of Christ 
Forgives my every sin. 


Lesson 4, JANUARY 22, 1928. 
JESUS AND THE LAW.—Mark 2:18—3:6. 


GoLpEN TEXT—Think not that I came to destroy the law or the 
prophets: I came not to destroy, but to fulfill—Mat. 5:17. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Those who do not have the true spiritual idea of God and of religion 
sometimes think that all they need to do to be religious is to follow certain 
forms. This is called following the letter of the law. But God wants us to 
worship Him in spirit and in truth; that is, to understand the spiritual mean- 
ing of His law and to obey it in our hearts as well as in our outer words 
or acts. This lesson teaches us that it is the inner meaning of His word that 
God wants us to follow. Jesus always kept the true spirit of the law, but 
He did not always follow the outer rules of the Jews. For this reason He 
was free to do the greater works of God. The only true freedom comes 
from obeying the spirit of God’s law. 

When we have the change of heart that comes from turning to God, 
we need to make new all our thinking. We should not try to use our new 
thoughts as a patch on our old ways of living; our whole lives must be 
made new. Also we should not try to force the greater power that comes 
to us into the narrow limits of our old forms and habits. This would be like 
putting new wine into old bottles. (In those days they used goat skins for 
bottles.) 

Jesus tried to teach us a new way of living. 

The true Sabbath is the state of mind in which we rest from outer work 
and put all our thoughts on spiritual things. It is the state of mind in which 
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we get close to God and find strength and wisdom to do the works of God. 
LESSON QUESTIONS 


How does God want us to worship Him? 

Why was Jesus free to do the greater works of God? 
What was Jesus trying to teach? 

Explain the meaning of the Sabbath. 


LEsson THOUGHT—! obey the spirit of God's law and I live a new 
life in Christ. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I try to live a life that’s new, 
From all old forms I’m free; 

I see the spirit of the law 

Since Christ was born in me. 


Lesson 5, JANUARY 29, 1928. 
THE GROWING FAME OF JESUS.—Mark 3:7-12; 6:53-56. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—The common people heard him gladly.—Mark 
12:37. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Truth cannot be hid; its power and its work are too great to be kept 
from, sight. The great crowds of people that gathered about Jesus from all 
parts of the country stand for the many thoughts that gather in our minds, 
trying to find peace and healing in the Christ that dwells therein. The 
places from which the crowds came help to teach us the different kinds of 
thoughts that come together in this way. 


Those persons who came from Judea stand for the thoughts in us that 
praise the Lord and need to be taught His loving nature. Those from 
Jerusalem stand for the thoughts of love and of peace that come to the 
Christ to be made pure; those from Idumza, the material or mortal thoughts 
that can be made spiritual; those from beyond the Jordan, the thoughts 
that are so mixed with ideas from the sense nature that they need to be 
made clear by Spirit; those from Tyre and Sidon, strong thoughts and 
ideas in the animal nature that need to be lifted up. 

The many healings that are told of in this lesson teach us the power 
of Truth to cleanse our minds of all error thoughts, so that God’s perfect 
health may show forth in our bodies. The “unclean spirits” knew Jesus to 
be the Son of God, and the word of power that He spoke cast them out. 
Gennesaret means garden of riches; it is another name for the Sea of 
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Galilee, and means the sea of life. To Jesus at Gennesaret came people 
from all about, bringing their sick to be healed, and those who merely 
touched Him were made whole. When we direct our thoughts to the 
spiritual sea of life, one touch of the perfect God mind makes us whole. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Can Truth be kept hid? 

Name some of the things for which the people from the different places 
mentioned in today’s lesson stand. 

What do the healings in this lesson teach us? 

What happens when we direct our thoughts to the spiritual sea of life? 


Lesson THOUGHT—My thought touches the Christ truth and I am 
made pure and whole. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The Truth cannot be kept from sight; 
It shines out full and free, 
And all who gather in its light 


Forever whole shall be. 


Lesson 6, FEBRUARY 5, 1928. 


JESUS MISUNDERSTOOD AND OPPOSED.—Mark 3:19b- 
35; 6:1-6. 


GoLDEN TEXT—He came unto his own, and they that were his own 
received him not. But as many as received him, to them gave he the right 
to become children of God, even to them that believe on his name.—John 


1:11, 12. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


It seems to be easy for us to misunderstand a person who really is 
doing good and to say that his good deeds are done by the powers of evil 
in him. This is what some of the people thought of Jesus and His works; 
they said that He could cast out evil spirits only because He Himself had 
an evil spirit. 

When we become filled with the thought of living a spiritual life and 
of doing the works of Spirit, we naturally speak and act in a new way. 
At such times even our friends may not understand the change in us, and 
they may think and say unkind things about us and even about the good 
works that we do. 

Jesus’ answer to those who did not understand Him teaches us that 
our minds must be single to the Truth; that is, if some of our thoughts are 


WEE WISDOM 35 


good and others are evil we cannot be strong to stand for the right or for 
our highest good. 

When Jesus went back to His home town His old friends and His 
relatives had no faith in Him. We often find that we are so used to de- 
pending on material things that when new, spiritual thoughts arise in us we 
do not believe in their power. When we have little or no faith the works 
of God do not show forth in our bodies and in our affairs. This is not 
because God’s power is any less, but because we must have faith to open 
our hearts so that He can work in and through us. Jesus did not stop His 
teaching because the people did not believe, but He held fast to Truth and 
went about doing the Father’s work. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What did some of the people think of Jesus and His work? 


What is taught us by Jesus’ answer to those who did not understand 
Him > 


Why could not Jesus do much healing in His home town? 
What does faith do? 


Lesson THOUGHT—I/ keep my mind single to the goodness of God. 
MEMORY VERSE 


I know that works of righteousness 
Are done by God alone; 

I keep my feet upon the way 
That His own Son has shown. 


BLESSING 


Abundance never fails to bless 
The ones who eat in thankful- 


ness, 
} And God's free 300d is now out- 
poured 
On this, our happy, willin3, 
ard. 
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A NATURE PUZZLE 
By FLoreENcE H. Moore 


An animal is hidden in this picture. There are three words in its name. 
The first word is “‘Russian.”” The other two words are in the picture. There are 
four letters in one word and five in the other. 


The letter O is used twice, but 
given only once. Can you find the animal and its name? 


e Answer to last month’s Word Square puzzle: Lasso, alter, stand, sense, 
order. 


Answer to last month’s Take Away a Letter puzzle: Bread, plate, coat, 
house, bought, daisy—beauty. 
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GOOD-BY GANG 


“Shall we resolute>”’ asked Red. It was late on New Year's 
afternoon. The Spartans were sitting on their new chairs, chatting 
about returning to school. 

“Resolve, Red, ‘resolve,’ Kegs hastened to correct him. 
if I were you, I’d resolve to pass in English.” 

The rest of the gang pushed the precious chairs out of the way 
for the expected fight. Kegs assumed an attitude of defense, but for 
once Red did not carry out his part of the game. 

“T mean,” he explained seriously, “are we going to make any 
New Year’s resolutions? If we are, I move that we begin by resolv- 
ing to take what Coralee has to tell us like real Spartans.” 

The gang looked at Coralee in surprise. 

“Oh, Red,” she protested with a shaky little laugh, “you make 
it sound so solemn. It really isn’t anything much,” she went on hur- 
riedly. “Red and I decided we would wait until today to tell you, 
because—”’ Coralee hesitated. 

“Because we didn’t want to spoil the holidays,” Red finished 
for her. 

“You see, the folks think I should be among girls of my own 
age,” Coralee explained. “There aren’t any near here. About the 
only girl I see outside of school hours is Carrots.” 

““And she’s a tomboy,” added Red. 

“So I’m going to a school for girls, for the rest of the year,” 
concluded Coralee. 

The Spartans sank into their chairs with never a word. 

“Tt isn’t so bad as that,”” protested Coralee, looking at their solemn 
faces. ““There will be only January, February, March, April, and 
May. I’m coming back in June.” 

ere was no answering light in the faces gazing up at her. 

““How far away is the school >” asked David at last. 

“Not far at all—only about two hundred miles,” said Coralee 


37 


38 WEE WISDOM 


promptly. “I will write to the gang every week and you can take 
turns answering. Won’t that be fun>” she asked hopefully. 

“This place will sure be in a mess by spring,” and Chink looked 
mournfully around the Roost. 

“I'd like to know why,” said Coralee indignantly. “Every one 
of you has learned to clean house beautifully.” 


me ““Yes—but you always have to remind us to do it,” said Cousin 
ob. 


m glad you taught us to cook, anyway,” said Red. 

“But not one of us can make decent candy,” said Kegs gloomily. 
a me feel squirmy now to think of the last batch Red tried to 
make. 

“David’s mother will help,” said Coralee, “or, I’ll tell you—I’ll 
make some at school, if I can find a place to cook it, and send it to you.” 

““That’s a promise. Shake!”’ cried Kegs jumping to his feet and 
holding out his hand to Coralee. 

“It’s a promise,” she repeated, shaking hands heartily. 

“She'll forget all about us when she gets with that bunch of 
girls.” Chink’s voice was bitter. Coralee whirled to face him. 

“T won’t forget that remark, Chink Daughtery,” she blazed. 

““He didn’t mean that, Coralee,” said David quickly. ‘He 
knows you won’t forget us. It’s just that we all feel sort of—well—”’ 

“We do not,” Red interrupted angrily. ‘““We’re glad she’s going, 
before we all get to be sissies.” 

Red’s outburst was so plainly an attempt to bridge over an em- 
barrassing moment that everybody laughed. 

““When are you going?” Cousin Bob suddenly thought to ask. 

~ “Tn the morning. Her suit case is all packed,” Red answered. 

“We ought to celebrate for her before she goes,” said Chink. 

“*Let’s have a feed right now,”’ was Kegs’ suggestion. 

“But we all had such big New Year’s dinners,” objected Coralee. 

‘Maybe if we telephone all your folks they will let you stay over 
at my house for a party tonight,” said David. “T’ll run in and talk to 
Mother.” 

“Of course you may have a party,” said David’s mother when 
things had been explained to her. “But what shall we have for refresh- 
ments, Son? I haven’t a thing prepared.” 

““We have apples, Mother, and we can play games and have a 
good time.” By the time the telephoning was completed, David's 
mother had an idea. 

““How many of you would like a ‘sugar-off’ party? I have just 
about enough maple syrup left.” 
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The gang voted unanimously for the maple sugar candy. Kegs 
voted three times. 

They had games in the kitchen until the bubbling syrup was just 
at the right stage to drop on the snow. Then David’s mother poured 
half of it into a saucepan and they rushed out and dropped the hot 
syrup by spoonfuls on the clean snow. They rolled it into balls, and 
popped it into their mouths. Bige’s candy stuck between his teeth, 
until he learned to swallow it without chewing. By the time they had 
emptied the saucepan the rest of the syrup had reached the stirring 
stage. With spoons, the Spartans stirred energetically. 

David’s mother was polishing apples and heaping them on a dish. 

“T will give this apple,” she said, holding up a very large, red one, 
“to the one whose syrup sugars first.” 

David looked down at his saucer and then quietly slipped it onto 
a shelf behind him. Coralee’s red curls danced as her head bobbed 
with each round of the spoon. Suddenly she held up her spoon. “I 
have it,” she shouted and David’s mother tossed the apple into her lap. 

“T’ll put it in my suit case,” she promised, “and think of you all 
when I eat it on the train.” 

When they had had enough of games, they sat around the fire 
and sang all the jolly songs they knew. At last, long after their regu- 
lar bedtimes, David’s father packed the Spartans into his car and took 
them home. 

They stopped first at the Sloan farm, and as Red and Coralee 
ran toward the house the gang gave three loud—very loud—cheers for 
Coralee. 

““Thanks—and good-by,”’ came back her brave little voice on the 
thin, cold air; then the door closed and she was gone. 

The boys were quiet the rest of the way. There seemed to be 
nothing much to say, except good night as each Spartan got out. 

a before David went upstairs he stooped to pull Bige’s ears 
gently. 

“January, February, March, April, May—and then comes 
June,” he murmured. 

Bige blinked in solemn agreement. 
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YOUR KEY TO WISDOM 


Each of us, big or little, has his own gate that leads into the Garden 
of Wisdom; each has his own key that opens his gate. Sometimes self- 
= keeps us out; sometimes, impatience; sometimes, just little angry 
words. 

THE GARDEN, THE GATE, AND THE KEy, written by Mary 
Brewerton DeWitt for you Wee Wisdom folk, is a wonderfully inter- 
esting story. It tells the story of Patience, Faith, and Prudence and of 
their adventures in a land where thoughts are flowers. The lessons that 
they finally had to learn before they could get into the Garden of Wis- 
dom may be the very lessons that you are needing to admit you to 
your Garden of Wisdom. 

Whether or not that is so, you will enjoy reading the story of these 
three little girls. The many beautiful colored pictures will make the 
reading even more fun. Atttractively bound in a substantial cover, THE 
GARDEN, THE GATE, AND THE Key will make a fine addition to your 
little library. 

Another thought—and this is one that you will like, too—is that the 
next time you are needing a birthday gift for some little schoolmate you 
may search a long time and not find a gift that he will appreciate more 
than this interesting story. The price is $.75 a copy. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Home of Wee Wisdom 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


oO 
LESSONS FOR YOUNG OTHER UNITY 
STUDENTS BOOKS 


> 


For the Little Folk 


Aunt Joy’s Nature 
Talks, paper cov- 
er, $.50; cloth, $.75 

Wee Wisdom’s 
Way, paper cov- 
er, $.50; cloth, $.75 


Treasure Box 


This book was written by Imelda 
Octavia Shanklin for the boys and 
girls who are beginning to feel the 
need of some sort of Truth study 
that they can apply to the affairs of 
every day—some sort of related 
study, a bit more advanced than that 
which they have been getting from 
their Wee Wisdom stories. 

In this booklet Miss Shanklin 
explains very clearly and simply 
the following subjects: 
“‘Health,” ‘“‘Goodness,” 

“The Temple,” 
“Kindness,” ‘‘Faith,”” “Obedience,” 
and “Truth.” Price, $.35 a copy. 


$.25 
Wee Wisdom Pic- 
ture Book, Vol. II 
$.75 


ture Book, Vol. 
$.75 
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Eleanor Hammond 


The Indian babies rock and sway 
In papoose cases the livelong day. 


In far Japan the babies go 
In sister's scarf on her back, I know. 


In mother's hood, safe tucked away, 
The Eskimo baby rides all day. 


Oh, fortunate babies in our street! 
You have white pillows, soft and sweet. 


You have pink coverlets, ribbon-tied! 
In wicker carriages you may ride! 
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SNOW CHURCH 


Buddy built a church of snow. 

He made the church from the picture 
of one he found in a book. It looks like a 
g00d church. 

Buddy said the picture is of a church in 
Paris. He saidif he should take me to Paris 
we should travel on land and then sail the 
sea and then travel on land again. 


The church that Buddy made stands in 


our back yard where the sun cannot 


reach it. 

Buddy said the rabbits might g0 to 
church there, and perhaps the snowbirds 
would be the choir to sing for the rabbits. 


IMELDA GDTAVIA 
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After Buddy had gone to school I looked 
into the church. The rabbits had not come 
yet. But I saw their tracks near the door. 
The choir was not singing. But I saw a 
snowbird in the cedar tree above the 


church. 


Buddy is 300d to rabbits and snow- 
birds and me.. 

I love Buddy. I asked Mother if the 
rabbits and the snowbirds love Buddy. 
She said they do. 
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On Slumber-land trail lives a queer little elf, 

In a queer little, dear little house by himself; 

e wears a wee cap, and a quaint suit of gray, 

And sings as he toils at his task every day: 
“Oh-ye-ho, oh-ye-ho! Dream bubbles I blow; 

Oh, try them, oh, buy them! My prices are low!” 
His dreams, how they shine ‘neath the silvery 
moon! 

Bright yellow and rosy as roses in June; 

They glow with deep purple; they shimmer in blue; 
And all are full laden with treasures for you. 
But don't hope to see them with wide-awake eyes, 

For this little elf is too clever and wise; 
He waits till you're snuggled all safely in bed, 
_—— his dreams from your feet to your 
ea 


And then with a soft little kiss for his pay, 
He shoulders his pack and he dances away. 
Then far down the trail floats the blithe happy song 
He sang as he toiled at his task all day long. 
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Lit - tle note birds, fly- ing up and down, down, down, 


= 
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I will fol-low your swift flight with-out a frown, For 
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D you will lead me o - ver bars and in-to Mu-sic Land, And 
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{ may-be soon I'll be ad-vanced e-nough to join the band. 
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BLANCHE 


Icicles hang, when the clouds | 
are thick, 
Like spikes of glass or a big 
glass stick, 
To the front porch eaves. 
72h When the sunbeams pass 
ay /\ The icicle spikes are changed 
from.glass 
To swords of flame, all blue 
and gold— 
# But they run away when the 
' sun gets bold. 
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I'll use each hour 


To think and feel 
God’s life and power. 


New thoughts— 
The Christ in me 


Now speaks, and I 


Am stron}, and free. 


BRAN 


New rest— 
No care or fear. 


Protectin3, love 
And peace are here. 
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